Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
dared the bugler to sound the march as volley after volley
rattled in the rear. Looking back, one might have seen
the rising tide washing the black figures farther up on the
sands. But he did not look back.
He refused, however, to play the role of Pilate.
"Such are the facts," he wrote to Joseph—for pub-
lication. "I gave the order, and I could not have acted
otherwise. A parent cannot toss his children's meat to
the wolves or let loose the wolves from the trap to de-
vour them. And my soldiers are in my charge. I am a
father to them.
"Eugene did not realize the predicament he got me
into," he went on, for Joseph's eye alone. "I shall be
damned for the ages. That I knew, the second he brought
them in; and for once in my life I postponed a decision for
three days, I who act so quickly! He and Croissier might
have foreseen the trouble—disobeyed my order—let it go
for a gesture, for which, however, I did not intend it. Still,
I should not blame them. Eugene is a good boy. It is
fate. Let the English use it as they will!"
It was at this most propitious moment that Junot,
brave, handsome, but scatter-brained, chose to acquaint
his chief with certain little incidents in which Josephine
had figured in Paris. There on the sands, at the end of
the day's march from Joppa, he told him, hinting at, if
not directly charging, adultery.
Enraged at the opening of an old wound, Napoleon
turned his back on the bewildered Junot, who had but
thought to do him a kindness, and confronted his
secretary.
"And you, Bourrienne, are no friend, either," he de-
clared with an understandable lack of logic. "You also
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